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way, and I tried to visualise her loveliness as a
young girl. There was something of the father in
Sigrid, but the mother was an alien stock.
At ten o'clock I walked down the formal garden
in the moonlight with Sigrid. The scent of stock
rose powerfully from the borders. I was thrilled
by the nightingales, which were singing with a
robust clarity in the linden trees. Their song was
incredibly fascinating and at times the fluid notes
sounded a little thrush-like to my untutored ear.
" It's lovely," I told Sigrid.
"Do you think so ?" she said. "We're plagued
by nightingales here. They prevent us from
sleeping."
Sfc                                                       *                                                         #
I FOUND my room comfortable in a Victorian
fashion. The sentimentalists of Scandinavia dis-
played their creations on the walls around my bed ;
a sailor's farewell was not lacking. There was a
thick red carpet, and a bowl filled with wild
scabious was conspicuous on the mantelpiece. As
I undressed I listened to the rhapsodies in the
lindens outside. I wondered if one could have a
surfeit of such melody, if Keats had sometimes
resorted to cotton wool, as Sigrid seemed to think.
I switched off the light, opened the window wide,
and lay on the bed, entranced by the tremulous
waterfall of sound.
It was then that I heard the door open gently
behind me. I looked round to see a tall girl with
a boyish figure and a face which even in the dim
moonlight revealed the beauty of Sigrid's mother